IMPRESARIO

From the Mansfield we took the company to the East Side,
and then on a short tour. Some are back in Russia, with the Mos-
cow Art Theatre. Some of them are living and acting today in
Palestine. Some remained here: Benno and Batami Schneider
are in Hollywood; Benjamin Zemach is in New York. They teach
their incomparable theory of acting to some of our more serious
artists of the theatre, and they work in the theatre and the films
when opportunity for their unique talents presents itself.

I think part of the failure of the Habimah to take hold in this
country was the language barrier, part the strangeness of the ex-
perimental form. They were ahead of their time. The more sophis-
ticated theatre public of today would welcome the sensitive,
beautifully integrated form with its speech, music and dancing,
and the language would not prove a difficult hurdle for the art
of great acting.

Philosopher on a Park Bench

This was when I really scraped bottom. Chaliapin was gone,
Pavlova was gone, although I did not guess then that neither would
return. My backer was disgruntled $120,000 worth, which is a large
order of disgruntiiement in any currency. I had even, in the con-
fusion, got myself divorced, and parted with my girl, so that I had
no family, not even a pillow to hide my head under.

I went to my room at the Ansonia Hotel one night. I had spent
thousands of dollars at the Ansonia, had housed most of my artists
there, including Chaliapin. On this night I put my key in my door
and found it would not open.                                ,

I went down to the desk. "My key won't open my door/' I said.

"I know," the clerk answered, shamefaced. "The door is
plugged/' This was the first time I had heard the hotel man's
phrase for what to do to shut out a paying guest who hasn't paid.
I owed some $500 on my bill.
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